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	1. Chapter 1

**A/N: I know, the title sucks. I can't do titles.**

**Oh my god. I've been on a bus now for nearly seven hours now. I'm amazed at how productive I can be when given the time.**

**Anyway, just a ROTG and HTTYD crossover. I'll have a longer author's note at the end for those of you who care.**

**Disclaimer: Haibanashi does not own Rise of the Guardians, How to Train Your Dragon, or any of its characters (though I wish I did). Haibanashi makes no profit off of this story.**

**Warnings: A little vague and nondescript. Some swearing/cursing.**

**Let's go!**

* * *

><p>A faint rustle of wind. The stirring of crisp leaves.<p>

A groan was sounded by a lone figure's throat, the guttural noise coming from the back of his throat as his mind fought against the torrents that were currently making up the inside of his skull.

A few moments later, bright amber eyes blinked open.

Fiery orbs examined the surrounding area. Branches of trees swayed gently in the breeze. Sunlight filtered through leaves of red and brown, a few stray streaks reaching the ground. No signs of any other life. Slender fingers curled into the soft grass that lay beneath. Taking in and then releasing a deep breath, limbs curled and twisted before they straightened out, legs standing strong and arms held casually yet ready for use.

A sigh escaped into the crisp air as the figure carded a hand through auburn hair. Great, he didn't recognize anything around him whatsoever. That was just fantastic. How had he even gotten there in the first place for that matter? He couldn't recall. Not that it was important. He just needed to figure out exactly how to get home.

Thin brows furrowed. The feeling the word brought seemed… wrong. The sense of warmth and safety normally connoted with it was there but not the memories or the faces that caused it. Why couldn't he remember what his home was like?

A cold stone started to settle in his stomach, face paling and eyes widening. He tried reaching into the farthest corners of his mind, searching for memories.

He couldn't quite tell how much time had passed before his shoulders slumped. There was no other way around it; he couldn't clearly recall anything about himself. Not his family, where he lived, how old he was, _anything_. Even his own name was stripped from him.

_But,_ a rational voice whispered, _you still know how to form words and what things are. You can find out everything along the way. _

He nodded to himself. He had heard of people losing their memories before. Amnesia, he believed it was called. Still, the fact that he couldn't remember how or why or where he had learned it was definitely unnerving.

So he probably had amnesia. His memories would likely come back to him with time and there wasn't anything he could do about it to speed it up.

He swallowed. He couldn't just stand there with nothing but his thoughts or else he would drive himself insane. He needed something that he could do.

He made his first priority to find out where he was. And after step one he'd figure out how to get to… well, he'd cross that bridge when he came to it.

.:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:.

An island. He was on an island.

His jaw clenched in thought as he scanned where the vast expanse of water met the equally vast sky. Nothing. He had been walking around the small mass of land for more than three hours now, the sun only just reaching the peak of its ascension at that moment. The island was small, maybe four miles in diameter, with thick, red/orange/brown/yellow foliage in the middle and short beaches of silky white sand separating it from the ocean.

What a way to go, stranded on a deserted island with no memories and no way to get off.

The boy sighed for the umpteenth time since he had awoken. Maybe he should scout the rest of the island, seeing as he had only gone around the perimeter. Who knew, there could be plants that wouldn't kill him and animals to hunt hiding in the undergrowth. It would most likely do little than prolong the inevitable but it was all that he had at the moment.

.:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:.

The sun was setting now. And so was his mood.

There had been no indication of life of any kind save for himself and the plants. But even with that (the plants, that is) there weren't any that were edible.

He was doomed to die, it seemed.

Questions raced through his mind, hands weaving through his hair. What had he done to deserve this? Was this some kind of sick, twisted joke? Why was it him? Why had it even happened in the first place?

Without any conscious decision, he screamed.

The moment his voice made contact with the relatively still air the winds around him took on a brutal mission, tearing at anything and everything that crossed their paths, mercilessly whipping at tree branches and snatching up stray leaves. It was only a few moments later that he realized that he felt nothing save for the gentle tug of his hair. But that was it; no squinting to stop the harsh gusts from stinging his eyes, no cold biting into his skin. The same gentle breeze from earlier seemed to be happening around only him.

And as suddenly as it had begun, it was over.

He blinked in surprise. He would have thought that he had imagined it if not for the broken bits of twigs and the slow, rocking descent of leaves back to the ground. The event had been odd and intriguing, but he had much bigger things to worry about than a strange wind phenomenon.

.:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:.

A week. It had been a week since he had woken up on the strange island. And he knew that things were really wrong. Well, maybe wrong wasn't the right word for it, but things were most certainly not normal.

In his one week on the island, he hadn't eaten at all. Yet he wasn't hungry. Not even the slightest of pains ached in his stomach. Yeah, sure, he was pretty scrawny, but there was no one who couldn't eat for seven days without feeling _something_.

And then there was the wind and the rain. It was… confusing. Or he was just going crazy. Although his masculine pride didn't like to acknowledge it, he had cried during his second day at the sheer hopelessness of it all. But that wasn't what was odd. What was downright _bizarre_ was when it started to rain at the exact moment the first tear had fallen and when it had stopped just as he finished wiping his eyes. And the strangest thing was that his clothes hadn't even gotten wet. The only evidence had been a slight dampness to his hair. And the wind seemed to have a field day whenever he was angry or upset.

The strange happenings led him to what he was about to try now. He was just thankful that no one was there to further mock his dignity for trying.

He closed his eyes in concentration and did everything he could to channel his focus onto the air. He felt a faint tug at his clothes and hair. Fists clenching, he tried to command the wind to lift him into the air.

His eyes shot open when he felt his feet leave the ground. Concentration effectively broken, the currents of air under him ceased and he made the short fall to the ground.

There was dull ache coursing through his back, but it barely registered over the pounding of his heart and the roar in his mind. He may not have his memories, but having control over the wind (and rain if he continued on this track) was _not_ something that anyone could do.

Gods, what was wrong with him?

No. No, not wrong. Having powers wasn't wrong. But it only added to the amount of unknowns that already existed.

.:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:.

Two weeks now. It was amazing what someone could accomplish when they had absolutely nothing to interact with.

He had almost complete control over the wind when he called upon it. He could easily zip around the island with only the air to carry him. Even though the ability still felt daunting, he couldn't deny that the experience of flying was one that he had quickly come to love. And the wind wasn't limited to just flying either. He could whip up strong gales to create huge surges in the water surrounding the island by this point. And, even more astonishing, he could feel the wind. Well, not feel per se. It was like he could just tell when the wind moved around something and from that he was able to determine the shape of objects. And he did, in fact have control over the rain. Granted, it didn't come as easily, but it was undeniably there.

He still hadn't eaten, but he figured that it probably had something to do with his newfound powers. Or it just came along with them.

He was going to try to get back to the mainland today. He had… sent out winds, he supposed, to scout as far as they could and had gotten surprisingly good results. There seemed to be a formidably sized mass of land maybe a three-hour flight south of his island.

Taking in the beautiful scenery one last time, he finally turned his back and shot into the air.

.:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:.

Standing on solid ground felt a bit discombobulating after being in the air for so long, almost like getting on and off of a boat, just without the seasickness.

Not that he could remember what boat he had been in. He just knew the feeling.

A grin slowly began to consume his face, his cheeks hurting from the intensity. Even the grim reminder of his unknown past couldn't deter him now. He would find people. He would get a proper meal (even though it didn't appear his body needed one) and actually talk to another person. Maybe he'd even be able to shed the worn brown vest that he wore for something else, though he did like the furry collar.

He scanned the skyline quickly and instantly spotted a rising plume of smoke. Where there was smoke there was a fire and where there was a fire there were sure to be people.

He broke out into a sprint before his mind fully caught up to him.

Somewhere in the back of his mind was a whispering voice, wondering why he didn't feel the burn of his legs as they pumped against the ground or why he didn't feel the need to gasp for air to fill his lungs. His almost musings were easily dismissed with the reasoning that odder things had happened in his short time of being awake.

He broke through the last line of trees and finally — _finally_ — he saw a few small clusters of houses, smoke billowing out of some of the chimneys. Several people were outside, walking about as children scurried underfoot.

He stifled a huge sigh of relief as he approached the nearest person, a man that was well into adulthood but not old enough to be considered an elder.

"Excuse me," he said. His voice, despite its lack of usage, didn't sound rusty or scratchy or anything. "Do you think that you could please help me?"

There was no response. Not even a flick of eyes in his direction.

The boy swallowed. "Um, well, you see — "

The older man moved in his direction. The boy effectively cut himself off as he hastily stepped backwards to maintain the distance between them. The man stepped again and the rotten bastard was just going to run into him, wasn't he?

Another step and the boy gasped.

The man had — he had —

The boy's legs gave out as his knees hit thee ground.

The man had walked straight through him.

He gasped again out of pure shock.

He had been walked right through, only registering the disturbing feeling of another being occupying the exact same space as him. The man hadn't felt him, hadn't heard him, hadn't even realized that he was there. It was like… like…

Like he didn't even exist.

And for the second time since he had awoken alone on the island, he cried, his broken sobs only reaching his own ears as he broke down in the small, oblivious village.

.:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:.

He should be bitter. He really ought to be. He has every right to be. But he's not.

He sighs into autumn air as he rests his cheek into his hand, nestled in the branches of a lone tree, high above the ground.

Three thousand six hundred fifty-two days. Five hundred sixty weeks. One hundred years.

For an entire century he has aimlessly wandered the Earth, unseen and unnoticed. His entire existence is lost on the world around him, save for the wind and the rain.

What a useless life.

He sighs again. His memories still haven't returned and he's accepted that it will probably stay like this forever. And yet hope still twinges in his chest when something seems almost familiar or plays at the chords of recognition in his mind.

Sliding from his perch, he lands on the ground with both feet and strikes up a warm breeze to accompany the clear night. He himself can't feel it, but he knows that those wondering about will appreciate it.

He cranes his head up to gaze upon the moon. It's full tonight, silver light dancing on everything it touches. It's one of the few constants that he's come to love over his seemingly immortal life. Some nights he's even taken to talking to it, just to fill the silence. It's not much but it makes him feel less alone, if only for a little while.

_Good evening._

His eyes narrow. He's held conversations with himself before due to his lack of company but the voice in his head is unfamiliar.

He shakes his head to try and clear it.

_No need for that. I wish to talk to you._ The words in his mind are accompanied with small chuckles.

His eyebrows rise steadily as his mouth pops open. Oh gods, he was going insane now, wasn't he?

_Not insane, my child. Your mind in perfectly fit._

"Fuck," he hisses out. Now he was trying to convince himself that he hadn't lost his marble.

_You're quite the worrier, aren't you?_

Teeth clench. He's not surprised at himself for going crazy in all honesty. Being entirely alone for a century while still being constantly surrounded seemed to have finally taken its toll. He can feel the voice getting ready to speak up again but he cuts it off. He'll humor himself for some time.

_Okay, let's say I'm not insane,_ he thinks snarkily, _who are you?_

_An ally._

_Oh, way to be as clear as possible._

More chuckles. _You've got bite, eh?_

_Look, if you're just going to mock me, then go away._

_But then how would I tell you your name?_

He froze, his heart skipping a beat.

_My… my name?_

_Yes._

_How?_

… _that is for another time._

… _who are you, at least?_

_Call me the Man in the Moon. As for your identity, you are called Hiccup Leif. We will talk again, my child, when you are ready._

And just like that, the voice and the presence it belonged to disappeared.

The boy — Hiccup — stared dazedly at the moon.

Hiccup. His name was Hiccup Leif. Somehow the name just… it felt _right_. It couldn't have been a figment of his imagination or a trick of light (or sound — whatever).

He pulled his shoulders back and squared his jaw. It wasn't much, but it was something.

He had his name.

For the first time in a long time, Hiccup felt a grin stretch across his face.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: And that's all she wrote. For now.**

**I felt like that last part with Manny was really forced but I couldn't think of another way of communication besides telepathy. **

**So, things about this.**

**I'm having Hiccup's last name be Leif when he's a Guardian (and yes, he is/will be). This is because Leif has Norse/Viking origins and it sounds like leaf (you know, this things that change color and fall in autumn?). Jack's last name changed so I deemed it appropriate that Hiccup's should too.**

**As for the wind, Hiccup has control over that and the rain. And it's not entirely clear, but Hiccup has a bit of an echolocation-ish thing going in with the winds. He knows the temperature, speed, and direction of air currents so he can tell where there are objects as their shape and movement.**

**And yes, I changed Hiccup's appearance slightly. He's pretty much the same except his leg is back, his eyes are fiery amber instead of green, and his hair is tinted red (it's still pretty brown, there's just a bit more red/orange. Auburn). He's wearing the same clothes as he did in the first movie.**

**The rest of the Guardians will be introduced. Eventually. I'll add on characters as they appear. Jack's definitely going to have a major part in this.**

**I fell in love with this crossover when a friend of mine told me about Hijack (and yes, I ship it). I liked it immediately (so much snark X3) and then found out about the awesome idea of Hiccup as a Guardian. So yeah, a bit of background for you.**

**I aplogize for any typos. Let me know if you find them.**

**Please be sure to review, follow, and favorite. Any and all support is cherished.**


	2. Chapter 2

**A/N: Chapter two is finally up.**

**I couldn't quite figure out how to write this one part, so it took way too long. Also personal things.**

**Anyway, here it is.**

**Disclaimer: Haibanashi does not own ****Rise of the Guardians, How to Train Your Dragon, or any of its characters**** (though I wish I did). Haibanashi makes no profit off of this story.**

**Warnings: Some swearing.**

**Venture on!**

* * *

><p>Crimson and golden leaves flurried through the air, locked in an intense and unpredictable battle with the wind. They twirled and dipped and flipped and even seemed to glow if the light hit one just right.<p>

A smile formed on Hiccup's face as he watched the children below him, all of them enthralled and awestruck at the spectacle that he was putting on for them. He rather liked children. They were old enough to want to explore everything in the world around them yet young enough to not feel the fear of being criticized if they didn't know; if they were wrong. They were always curious, always wanting to learn. And somewhere in the depths of his ever-absent memories Hiccup was able to relate to the thirst of knowledge.

Well, that and seeing people smile because of _him_ was just a nice little reminder that yes, he did exist and wasn't doing absolutely nothing.

Amber eyes glazed over as they slowly recollected his memories — the ones of this life, not his old one. It had been what now, almost two hundred years? The Man in the Moon hadn't contacted (?) him since their first/last meeting, even though Hiccup saw him every night. Then again, it had taken a century the first time around. Who was to say that it wouldn't take longer than that?

Hiccup sighed. He summoned up another breeze that lead the leaves into a slow, tranquil tempo, the children still staring openly. Controlling the wind and rain was as easy as breathing to him now. That wasn't truly anything new, though. About maybe two decades ago he found out that he could manipulate the leaves in the trees. Nothing major, just turning them from bright green to colors like blazing orange and blood red. That little power was a bit odd, though. During spring and all but the very end of summer, he had to put in tremendous effort to get just _one _leaf to a dull brown. It seemed to work best in autumn; all he had to do at times was sit in a tree and the leaves would start to turn. He had berated himself for not figuring out sooner but conceded that it wasn't exactly the easiest thing to pick up on.

Evening sunlight gleamed across the world and it was only then that Hiccup realized that it was nearly dusk. Time flew by when you were having fun and looking back on things. Being two centuries old probably helped, two.

Hiccup stopped the wind, the children stirring now that the little show was over. They all scurried back to the safety of their village, not wanting to be caught out in the dark of night all alone. Hiccup no longer felt the pang of jealousy he once did at the thought.

He leaped from his perch, allowing the wind to catch him and carry him alongside the treetops. Sunsets were always beautiful when they could be seen, especially the ones over the ocean.

Ever so slowly, the stars began to peek out from the inky blackness that covered them, covering the sky in twinkling light. Hiccup stared upwards as they made their appearance. He could spend weeks doing nothing but watching the sky change. It was never the same, something was always different. And more often than not, it was also beautiful. Not even the greatest building or the best painting in all of the world could capture the splendor of nature, let alone rival it.

_Hello._

Hiccup blinked. That sounded quite a bit like…

_Man in the Moon?_

_Yes._

Hiccup waited for some sort of further response. When he received none, he decided to give his own.

_So what have you been doing for the past century?_

_Watching over the world and its inhabitants. It seems that you are holding your own._

Hiccup rolled his eyes. _It's a bit hard not to when you're seemingly immortal._

_Yes, I suppose it is._

_And I don't suppose you could tell me what's going on now either?_

_No, quite on the contrary. I wish to inform you of your current existence._

Hiccup didn't even feel his jaw go slack. Um. That was. It seemed. Uh. Well then.

Huh.

_You're being entirely serious right now, right? I don't want this to be some sort of joke._

_I do not kid with or about the lives of others nor life itself._

Oh gods, he was finally going to get answers. Finally. _Okay, I have a lot of questions —_

_Not yet._

_Oh, there's a catch now, is there? Of course there is._

_You can view it as such if you wish to. All I ask is that you return to the place of your awakening._

Hiccup's brows furrowed. _Why?_

_The answers that you seek are more easily shown than they are explained._

_I was on that island for two weeks and I didn't find anything. You're telling me that there's suddenly going to be… _something_ that suddenly appeared there?_

_No._

"Gods," Hiccup hissed aloud. _Could you please just give a straight response? You left me in the dark for two hundred years; I deserve some compensation._

_If you go to the island you will have your questioned answered. If not, then it is your own choice._

Damn.

_Fine, have it your way. I'll go. But this had better be the best explanation that I've ever heard._ Hiccup realized that the words had virtually no weight (seeing as no one had talked to him, let alone explained something to him) just after they left his mouth. Or mind. Whatever.

_I cannot say that it will be the best, but it will not leave you with uncertainties._

Well, that was good enough for Hiccup.

Without even a moment's hesitation, he had the wind rocketing him upwards and flying him to the first place he had ever laid eyes on.

.:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:..:*~*:.

Hiccup sucked in a gulp of air as his feet met the expanse of sand of the small beach. Two centuries and he had never come back to where it had all started. But now that he was here, he felt… he felt… Hiccup didn't know how to describe it. It felt as though pure, undiluted energy was flowing and seeping through his veins. The closest thing he could relate it to was feeling… alive.

"Alright, I'm here," Hiccup shouted up to the indigo sky. "Now what?"

_Head to the center of the island. I'll direct you once you've reached the clearing._

Hiccup's brows furrowed. Two centuries might have made his memories a bit sketchy, but as far as he could remember there had only been one area devoid of trees on the entire island, not counting the beaches. There had also been a pile of small boulders but they were too heavy and tightly packed to provide for any shelter.

Opting to just enjoy the feeling that was running through him and the scenery of his "birthplace" per se, Hiccup broke into a light jog, prying at the furthest reaches of his mind in order to recall what he could from long ago. Everything was exactly as he remembered it from the cool, gentle breeze to the bright colors covering the trees that not even the night could obscure.

He finally reached the edge of the clearing, the moon at its highest peak. Silver beams cascaded from above, coating everything with light made of mercury. Hiccup allowed himself a moment to simply marvel yet again at the beauty of the natural world before he stepped forwards.

"Okay, now what?" Hiccup craned his head back to the moon.

_Go to the center._

Hiccup raised an eyebrow and looked back at the scene in front of him. Nothing but a pile of rocks. Then again, he had been disproved and astounded many times since he had first risen and he heavily doubted that the ever-changing world would cease to amaze and surprise him.

Shrugging, Hiccup treaded towards the tan stones, all but glowing under the moon. He stopped directly on front of them with his arms crossed over his chest.

_Place your hand on the rocks and use your powers to open them._

"How?" Hiccup asked, placing his hand on the cool, rough surface regardless.

_It's just like summoning the wind or the rain; you'll know what to do._

_And then what?_

_Journey forth into the path. A guide will await you._

"That's it?" Hiccup frowned. "What happened to all of my answers?"

_Fear not, you will receive them. Just not from me._

And just like that, the presence was gone.

"Well that's just great," Hiccup huffed. He turned his attention back to the boulders. Open them up, huh?

Hiccup steadied both his hands against the pile and shut his eyes, trying to find whatever it was that would allow him to manipulate the stone. Sure enough, he felt the familiar tug in his gut. But this was different. This felt stronger, more definitive, and more natural than the wind had.

Intrigued, he activated his powers.

_Crackthudsmash._

Hiccup jumped backed. The rocks were moving, being rearranged by an unknown and unseen force that was definitely not the wind. And after a few moments they stopped, constructed into a crude arch-like structure that looked ready to fall over at even the slightest touch. It led into seemingly endless darkness.

Hiccup swallowed. Even if he was immortal, walking into a pitch-black area that he knew nothing about wasn't very high on his to do list. He could feel his heart speed up and hands grow the smallest bit clammy.

But…

Hiccup pushed down his nerves. He wanted answers. And he was going to get them, whether or not it killed him.

Taking a shaky but sure step forward, Hiccup began his descent into the earth.

The tall stones and earthy ground soon surrounded him as he walked downwards, breathing in the cold, damp air of the tunnel. Rather obviously, the small amounts of light were quickly swallowed by the darkness. Yet for whatever reason, Hiccup wasn't afraid. He felt somewhat comfortable, actually. Weird.

Then again, this probably wasn't the weirdest thing to happen to him thus far. Like waking up without memories on a random island. And having supernatural powers. Still though.

And what was this even going to achieve? Walking down into the earth didn't seem like a way to get answers. For all he knew, he was going to get blocked in by someone and the Man in the Moon would just be laughing at him—

Was that light?

Hiccup paused. Yes, that was light, faint as it was, radiating off the walls of the tunnel before him. How was there light?

Intrigued, Hiccup rushed forward. It was a warm, orange sort of light, like those made from a contained fire. Before he knew it, Hiccup found himself full out sprinting.

When he rounded the corner his eyes widened.

"Holy shit," the immortal breathed out softly.

There were dragons. _Dragons_.

They were different sizes and different colors and had different builds but they were all dragons. How was that even possible? Since when had dragons even existed in the first place?

And they all appeared to have excellent hearing, as each of their gazes snapped to him as soon as he uttered the words. Hiccup didn't even wonder if they could see him or not. They were fucking dragons, of course they could.

_I really hope they aren't hostile,_ was Hiccup's last coherent thought before his mind became a roar of awe and apprehension.

There was movement from somewhere slightly to the left. Hiccup shifted his gaze to it. There stood a sleek, black dragon, dark scales gleaming in the light, green eyes fixated on Hiccup. It was truly a majestic creature.

Hiccup's mind cleared up just a bit and he forced out an awkward chuckle.

"Well, seems like a made a wrong turn somewhere," he placed his hands behind his back and took a step backwards. "Sorry to disturb you, but I'm just going to—"

"_Wait."_

Hiccup stopped. Stared at the black dragon. Which could apparently speak English. Except it hadn't. Hiccup had understood the word perfectly, but that had most definitely not been English.

"Uh," Hiccup faltered, "yeah, okay. That works too."

The dragon's pupils contracted. It opened its mouth. _"You can understand what I'm saying?"_

"Yes?" Hiccup said, the response coming out as more of a question. "Either that or I've finally cracked."

The dragon regarded him silently for a few moments before turning his head to face the hoard of reptilian onlookers. _"He's the one."_

"What?"

And then there was chaos.

Loud roars ripped through the silence, fire from the maws of the creatures streaking through the air, and some of the smaller dragons were flying excitedly.

"Um."

The black dragon started walking towards him. _"It's been a long time."_

"Has it been, now?" Hiccup asked, nerves making his words form oddly.

The dragon's head cocked to the side. _"Yes. It has. Are you alright, Hiccup?"_

The immortal stiffened. "Maybe this is a rude question, but how exactly do you know my name?"

The dragon's body went rigid before it sagged. _"You don't know me." _It wasn't a question.

"Uh, sorry?" Hiccup tried, shrugging his shoulders. "Though to be fair I don't exactly remember anything before I woke up on this island."

The dragon shook its head. _"It is fine. As of now, it matters not."_

"Okay, yeah, that's fair." Hiccup could just tell that he was radiating awkward. "So, uh, I came down here because I was promised some answers for some stuff? Like what exactly is going on with me? The immortality and stuff."

The dragon's chest rumbled and it took Hiccup a moment to realize that it was laughing. _"Yes, of course. They truly could not have picked anyone better for this role than you."_

Hiccup stared at the dragon. "What?"

Spreading its wings and smiling a sharp-toothed smile, the dragon's mint green eyes bored into amber orbs. _"Welcome, Hiccup Leif, Guardian of Knowledge, to the Labyrinth of Life."_

"What?" Hiccup parroted.

The dragon laughed again, wings lowering to rest against its back. _"I have a feeling that you have questions."_

"A lot actually," Hiccup replied warily.

"_They shall be answered, fear not,"_ the dragon reassured. Turning its long body to go deeper into the tunnel, it added, _"come, let us sit and I shall tell you everything you wish to know."_

"Alrighty then," Hiccup gave his head a mental shake, tossing caution to the wind as he made his way through the crowd of dragons. He wanted answers. "Uh, hey."

"_Yes?"_

"Is there anything that I can call you?"

The dragon threw a smile layered with so many feelings that Hiccup could hardly decipher them. _"My name is Toothless."_

* * *

><p><strong>AN: And that's all she wrote. For now.**

**I found it entirely too fitting to make Hiccup the Guardian of Knowledge. Not even sorry about it.**

**Also I still haven't decided whether or not to make this HiJack or not. Anyone care to vote?**

**Please be sure to review, follow, and favorite. Any and all support is cherished.**


End file.
